" Do you never have an intense longing, Gulrapp ? "
she asked after a time.
"Longing?" said Gulrapp, and looked into the
lamplight. It was a cheap kmp with a metal stand of
appalling commonness.
"In China," she said, "there is a monastery, and in the
monastery forty abbots and monks made of bronze sit
silently round a room. I long to see that—to see those
forty people. . . . Longing, did you say ? Longing for
what ? "
" Yes, for what ? " repeated Helene from her bed.
The Kwannon, Goddess of Mercy, smiled down from
the sloping wall opposite. It was very quiet in the room.
Over Helene's bed a few interminable formulas had been
scribbled on the wall in preparation for the examination,
and to impress them more firmly on her mind. She
wandered from these into the province of chemistry.
Far away in the distance she saw the picture of the
Professor as she had kst seen him, plunged in work.
Perhaps it was for that that one longed—one could
long for that, but it was uncertain whether one longed
for the man or for the work. * . .
A whistle came from the street. That was Rainer.
Helene went to the window—a little to one side a
lantern was burning with a dim green light, and there
stood Rainer. He was bareheaded. He looked damp,
bedewed, excited, queer. His arms were hanging loose
by his sides and in bis left hand he held a little bunch of
flowers, snowdrops, with earth still clinging to their
roots. It was remarkable how distinctly Helene Willfiier
saw all this. She absorbed it; it impressed itself upon
her. It overshadowed in her the picture of the diligent
Ambrosius. For a second a strange, sweet, disturbing
terror seized her and then it passed away. She opened
the window There was a scent of March and Satins.

